128 



FLASHBACKS 



O'Connell shot me that parental look — patient, patronizing, protective. 
“Timothy, I don’t know what we're going to do with you. Maybe you’ve 
been smoking too much of that funny stuff. You're living in a dream.” 
“What do you mean?” 

“Let me give you some facts about what's happening in the real world. 
Suppose I told you diat there are some people in the government who've 
spent $25 million to research these drugs of yours. Secretly. A lot of 
it right here in the Harvard medical school." 2 

O'Connell brushed away my objections. “Now this is between you 
and me and the Pope, you understand, but some very powerful people 
in Washington have sponsored all this drug research, and they are behind 
your recent troubles here. They want to stop you.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, for starters this fellow Professor Kelman who brought the press 
down on you is not just jealous of you personally. He's funded by a 
CIA front called the Ecology Fund.” 

I remembered Kelman’s international junkets and federal support. 1 
'That's the way it is,” replied O'Connell soberly. "These guys in 
Washington are good patriotic Americans, and they have to do things 
under the table now and then, like anyone else. They're our team against 
the Russkies, Timmy, and they play for keeps in that league. There’s 
nothing wrong with sending smart fellows like this Kelman to foreign 
universities to protect our interests. So I hope a word to the wise is 
sufficient. Why don’t you give up this drug work? Let the CIA play 
with drugs. You've got a fine career going for you here at Harvard. You 
could become state superintendent of mental health — as long as you don’t 
step on toes that you shouldn't be stepping on. If you see what I mean.” 

I thanked O’Connell and reassured him. 

“Good luck, Timmy,” said O'Connell. “Keep your nose clean. And 
don't forget what I’m telling you. There are some, important people in 
Washington very interested in what you’re doing. And they’ll be watching 



7 your next moves.” * 

Hardly a week had passed before the complications suggested by Inspec- 
tor O'Connell took on a curious twist. While sitting at my desk I looked 
up to see a woman leaning against the door post, hip tilted provocatively, 
studying me with a bold stare. She appeared to be in her late thirties. 
Good looking. Flamboyant eyebrows, piercing green-blue eyes, fine-bonec 
face. Amused, arrogant, aristocratic. “Dr. Leary,” she said coollyi Tvc 
got to talk to you. ” 

She took a few steps forward and held out her hand. “I’m Mary Pinchot. 
I’ve come from Washington to discuss something very important. I wan 
to learn how to run an LSD session." 
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“That’s our specialty here. Would you like to tell me what you have 

in mind?” , . , , 

“I have this friend who's a very important man. Hes impressed by 
what I’ve told him about my own LSD experiences and what other people 
have told him. He wants to try it himself. So I'm here to learn how 
to do it. I mean, I don't want to goof up or something.” 

“Why don’t you have your important friend come here with you to 
look over our project for a couple of days. Then if it makes sense to 
all concerned, we'll run a session for him.’ 

“Out of the question. My friend is a public figure. It’s just not possible." 
“People involved in power usually don't make the best subjects.” 

“Look," said Mary Pinchot, “I’ve heard Allen Ginsberg on radio and 
TV shows saying that if Khrushchev and Kennedy would take LSD to- 
gether they’d end world conflict. Isn't that the idea— to get powerful 

men to turn on?” . ... 

“Allen says that, but I've never agreed. Premier Khrushchev should 
turn on with his wife in the comfort and security of his Kremlin bedroom. 
Same for Kennedy.” 

"Don’t you think that if a powerful person were to turn on with his 
wife or girlfriend it would be good for the world?” 

“Nothing that involves brain-change is certain. But in general we be- 
lieve that for anyone who’s reasonably healthy and happy, the intelligent 
thing to do is to take advantage of the multiple realities available to 
the human brain.” 

“Do you think that the world would be a better place if men in power 
had LSD experiences?” 

“Look at the world,” I said. “Nuclear bombs proliferating. More and 
more countries run by military dictators. No political creativity. It’s time 
to try something, anything new and promising.” 

I offered her some California sherry from a half gallon jug, but she , 
made a cute little face and invited me out for champagne. She continued/ 
asking me questions as we sat in the cocktail lounge. When I rose tq 
go back to my office, she invited me to have dinner. I suggested thy 
she come along to Newton Center to eat at my house, where the kids 
i were waiting. When we walked in, Malaca flashed a hostile glance^ at 
\ Mary, then recovered and greeted her with French -accented charm. / 

\ We never got to cat. Michael Hollingshead mixed drinks, got a/ bit 
tipsy, and started lecturing about brain drugs. Mary helped Malaca/and 
Sie prepare dinner for the kids, and later we four took a low dose of 
mushrooms and sat around the fire. Michael was in top form, acting 
out high-spots of former sessions. Behind his wild comedy he was teaching 
Mary about the problems of inner navigation: how to deal with them, 
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asking intelligent questions about the relationship of drug states to hyp- 
nosis. 

One fall afternoon 1 received a phone call from Mary Pinchot, my 
mysterious visitor from Washington. "Can you meet me right away in 
Room 717, Ritz Hotel?" 

At the door I paused to smooth my shirt in my trousers and hand-brush 
my hair. Enchanting as before, she motioned to a silver ice bucket with 
a bottle of Dorn Perignon tilting out. “I’m here to celebrate," she said. 

I twisted the botfte to make the cork pop gently. "Your hush-hush 
love affair is going well?" 

“Oh yes. Everything is going beautifully. On all fronts in fact. 1 can’t 
give details, of course. But top people in Washington are turning on. 
You’d be amazed at the sophistication of some of our leaders. And their 
wives. We're getting a little group together, people who arc interested 
in learning how to turn on.” 

“Really. I thought politicians were too power-oriented.” 

“You must realize, implausible as it may seem, there are a lot of very 
smart people in Washington. Especially now with this administration. 
Power is important to them. And these drugs do give a certain power. 
That’s what it’s all about. Freeing the mind.” 

She held out her glass for more champagne. "Until very recently control 
of American consciousness was a simple matter for the guys in charge. 
The schools instilled docility. The radio and TV networks poured out 
conformity.” 

“No doubt about it,” I agreed. 

“You may not know that dissident organizations in academia are also 
controlled. The CIA creates the radical journals and student organizations 
and runs them with deep-cover agents. ” 

"Oh come on, Mary,” I said. “That sounds pretty paranoid to me.” 
Mary sipped at her glass and shook her head. “I hate to be the one 
to break the news to you. Do you remember the American Veterans 
Committee, that liberal G1 gToup you belonged to after the war? The 
CIA started that. Just like Teddy Roosevelt started the American Legion 
after the first World War. Remember your liberal friend Gilbert Harrison 7 
He ran the radicals out of AVC. And later he bought the New Republic— 
that so-called progressive magazine — from Michael Straight, your hero. 
Do you know why Michael Straight backed Henry Wallace for president 
in 1948? To siphon liberal votes away from Truman?" 

“How do you know all this? How did you know I knew Michac 
Straight?" , « 

“I knocked you with those facts to get your attention. It's a standar 
intelligence trick. I could tell you hundreds of little stories like that." 

She held out her glass again. I filled it, drained and refilled my °' u1 
My head was spinning. 
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^. vCJ to verbal description, we were able to use the variables dc- 
during my research in Berkeley. The sensory, cellular, and 
j^Lir visions required a non-verbal language. So we collected biology 
^ jnd film-strips and overlaid them to create multiple images. We 
^xussioned photographers to make enlargements of cellular activity. 

Malls of our offices and our living room oozed and dripped with 
^hnicolorcd bacterial pulsations and protozoan encounters, 
the auditory vocabularies were the most novel. We assembled a tape 
of heartbeats, sound-amplified brain waves, electronic tones, capil- 
U-, flows, avalanches, heavy breathing, erotic moans, cheering (suppor- 
ts). cheering (aroused), mob hostility (in twenty-four languages), cash 
Blisters, firecrackers, football scrimmages, high tides, whale whistles. We 
•ert producing, however crudely, a language for externalizing the aural 
panoramas that are experienced during moments of transcendence. 

These new linguistic devices had an intense effect on visitors. Almost 
everyone got a bit high in one way or another when exposed to the 
feedback of bodily images. Many sober types confronted with unfamiliar 
*rf very personal sensory and neural data had to be helped staggering 
and retching from the room. 

Wc devoted much of our energy to creating environments that would 
guide consciousness away from the mundane-local into new dimensions. 
With this in mind we constructed the Time Chamber. 

Adjacent to one of our living rooms was a medium-sized study. We 
sealed off the door and repapered the wall on the living room side so 
that the existence of the room was hidden. I climbed through a window 
into the hidden study and used a power saw to slice out a yard-square 
10 thc hardwood floor. In the cellar we constructed a dark tunnel 
that led up a ladder and into the enclosed room, now covered, walls 
and ceiling with Hindu paisley prints of cellular design. Red velvet cush- 
ions covered the floor. At the far end, illuminated by candles in ornate 
holders, sat a smiling bronze Buddha, which Peggy Mellon Hitchcock 
generously provided. In this secret chamber, a modem version of lorn 
Dwyers clubhouse, it was easy to forget, on drugs or straight, where 

bnk. WCrC m thC h0USC ° F indeed ° n planet I( was an Eolation 

Tftie Time Chamber experiments did not work for everyone. Charlie 
‘ ingm frequently boomed up to our front door, lugging his bass and 
0 delightful paranoias. Pounding out jazz improvisations on the 
™*no, he would want to time travel. But heave and push as we might 
15 ponderous fo™ would not fit through the entrance of the Chamber. 

A more lithe visitor was Jean Houston. Fresh from winning off-Broad- 
Say dram ahc prizes and a Ph.D. in anthropology she was eager to share 
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^manufacturers in the world. Since IFIF was non-profit, all the revenues 
i; would be ploughed back into research and education. 

[p We knew that our program to teach the intelligent use of drugs was 
as threatening in 1963 as the notion of sex education had been a genera- 
|tion before. We were convinced that society would eventually come to 
■ terms with this responsibility, just as it had, out of common sense with 
•sex education. It was only logical that people would ultimately demand 
^instruction in how to use drugs intelligently. In the next decade billions 
£ would be spent in futile enforcement and anti-drug disinformation pro- 
grams. We knew even then that training in responsible use is the only 
f.way to prevent abuse. 

|As the time for my departure from Harvard approached, it seemed only 
wht to leave a farewell note in the Harvard Review , a classy journal 
dited by undergraduates. The editors had decided to publish a school-end 
Tie devoted to Drugs and the Mind. The co-editor was Andrew Weil, 
■o later was to become a world authority on consciousness-altering plants. 
Entitled “The Politics of Consciousness Expansion,” our article in- 
uded these section headlines: "Expansion and Contraction is the Rhythm 
J,the Universe,” “The Ancient Game: Visionary vs Cop,” "The Hippy 
W&juare Argument is a Bore,” “The Next Lunge Forward: Internal Free- 
. Cortical Vitamins: Turn On or Bail Out,” “The Visionary Auto- 
“Wbo Controls the Instruments of Freedom?" and “The Fifth 
ijeerom: To Change Your own Consciousness. ” I have often wondered 

s P° nsors of the Harvard Review read this article. It 
ped the following paragraph: 

‘ ypu imagine a language without such words as convertible, accelerator, 
"■nusiwi, General Motors, U.A.W., Standard Oil, super-highway, parking 
traffic court? These commonplace terms in our present culture were 
al images three generations. . . . 

_*» possible that in 20 years our psychological and experiential language 
y small in English) will have multiplied to cover realms of experience 

IhaveLT thinking now unknown In 20 years every social institution 
l etter.- n transfomied by new insights provided by consciousness expand- 
f toT' 0 " 00 ' Many new sociaI institut 'ons will have developed to handle 
v#i . 10n ^ potentiated nervous system. 

f^ich^r ^° L re . rT l y departure for Mexico a phone call came from 
l hadn t kfced to her in several weeks. 



tn -L .1 * miivcu lu UCI 

Vh ^ ltz? She sounded tense. 
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^axn *hat they can, all loyal to the Protestant belief that thc Planet 

r ^ J ^ ocr mind all that, said Mary. While you've been goofing around, 
been working hard. My friends and I have been turning on some 
most important people in Washington. It’s about time we had 
** ^ psychedelic cell on the Potomac, don't you think?" 

vou need more drugs? That's going to be a problem. My plans 
M chemical plants in Mexico got wiped out." 

Man laughed- 9J 1 no problem. I can give you a contact in 

^ed. And if things go the 
seeing lots of good drugs 



chemical plants in Mexico got wiped out." 

Man laughed. "Oh that's no problem. I i__ 
f^land. They’ll sell you everything you need. And if things go the 
bf I hope," she said emphatically, “we'll be ' 

^reduced here at home." 

| pressed her, but she declined to say more. 



0C1VBER 21, 1955 ( 

Berkeley, California 

! came home one Friday night to find Marianne filled with new en- 
thusiasm. Her eyes, so long sorrowful, were sparkling. She had a plan. 

I mixed a pitcher of martinis and we sat at the bar, full of high spirits, 
like in the old days. Marianne realized that she had become too depen- 
dent, too withdrawn, too gloomy. She knew she needed a jolt, something 
to shake her loose from introverted habits. So she and the kids would 
go away for a while. She had total confidence that our love would blossom 
once again. 

Her closest friend from college, married to a diplomat stationed in 
Switzerland, inspired Marianne with letters about the social life there, 
thc skiing, the good schools. 

So Marianne would take off for a few months. Get a house in the 
Alps, learn to ski, put the kids in school, stand on her own feet for 
a while. I would come over and visit 
But we would need some financial help from her parents. 

She dialed Oregon City and outlined her plan. Then she listened. 
Her face fell. She held the phone, staring blankly at the wall. I could 
hear the dial tone. 

Her father had spoken only one sentence. “You must be out of your 
mind to leave your home and husband to traipse around Europe." 

I put my arms around her and held her close. 

"We'll do it anyway," I said. “We can do anything we want." 

"Yes, we can,” she said. “Let’s celebrate. How about a drink.” I mixed 
more martinis. Marianne didn’t eat much but kept on drinking. 

We went to a small dinner party that night. Dclsey phoned. She was 
going away to Tahoe the next day. I thoughtlessly suggested that she 
and Rollo drop by our house later in thc evening. 
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nnr . a u/ppL vve eneaeed in a programmed LSD session. 

SSSStaw. Trip leaders would thus share their philosoph.c preoccupa- 

acid sessions, we a For severa | we focused on the writings 

o^George l°Gurdjieff, the wondrous Russian-Armcnian mystic, and tned 

a caMoaded wrtli cases of champagne and exotic foods and d ""^ 
Weekends Billy and Tommy would come to the bungalow, bringing 

S'ndu U ^ S weekend th^groups would move from one house 

t0 ^e°Sor SSf-S of ceremonies for these weekends - 
VanWolfe. a part-time theatrical producer and man-atout-town 

Srt’SFJffi ts cjrpis, j - - 

were wont to say. “manifest their divinities." Van appeared . » • 

crafty Uvantine. a vizier at the sultan's court, plotting and planning 

for die cause, which for Van, as for so many of us, was t 
t0 use psychedelic drugs to create manage, 

of cunning schemer, show-biz hustler, hr g . 0 | c fw* n 

Van was a closet psychologist, believing that the way to free people 
fear and guilt was to teach them how to use drugs mteUigent y. ilt . 

We saw ourselves as anthropologists *? m ** ^"ty-fort the 196* 
habiting a time module set somewhere in the dark ages otto Jt j 
On this space colony we were attempting tocreate a P g , tln» k 
a new dedication to life as art. It felt nght and was, come 

of it, my boyhood dream come true. removed- ^ \ 

TTie world of conflict and political struggle seemed far remo \ 

trouble was lurking outside, grim, unrelenting. 

First came a phone call late one afternoon from Mary 
voice tightroping the wire of hysteria. She had rented a car at 
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; J reac hed over and stroked her hair. “Is this a result nf i 
£ did you have a bad drug experience?" ' f ' ' • 1 mean - 

I- “??• That's all been perfect. That’s whv it’s a, H J i „ . . 

..trouble. I really shouldn't be here.” * d ' ay ** m rcal 

“Ate you on drugs right now?" 

“It s not me, it’s the situation that's forked v . , 

2s it 

^ [ d °(- ,^ er a l arm was convincing me. 

. While?" CVCr Sh0Wed Up here sudden| y- could you hide me out 

'‘akfoe b2^n n t d Z e 3 P i!3 t ? rtle *«•' ber purse. This is supposed 

Sh ' -“"’I baling 

^ 4 V . 
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tt, Wewerefdaii h fr 0 ^ i r?^ arly D Wa " ,ed ,0 sec me ah ™' foe 

* "ext dav | R P ? , . T,beta n Book of the Dead. 
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ilulholland Drive Lam/t^T n"' 3 WCre living with a ^end 
i Un willing , 0 T 3 ft’ ? rC “ ing my hand - Aldous 
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drove me crazy playing records of droning whining atonal m 
UtoW and fe, me d life* Thus 
early Bob Dylan. The Fergusons with their five children addf^ * 
show-biz excitement, wit, and bouncing kid-energy. We all nla 
and uncle, sharing the responsibilities and fan of child-care ' ? Y 

Jr S T* Ce th f Kennedy a “ assination 1 had been expecting a ' 
call from Mary. It came around December 1. ^ a 

I could hardly understand her. She was either drunk or dru^E 
overwhelmed with grief. Or all three. “They couldn’t control TS 
more. He was changing too fast." ” ,ni 

“T^° n - 8 paUSC ' H yster| cal crying. I spoke reassurance. She snh 
care2| V ” C ° Vercd evetythin e U P- 1 go^ come see you. I’m 

The line went dead. Worried, I could do nothing. 

. 

The phone rang again, and the next voice had a Scottish bun 
was R.D. Lamg. Allen Ginsberg had given him the number Could 
come up to visit? - 

Ronnie Laing and I had much in common. His books on behav 
change harmonized with my work in interpersonal behavior. He had 
ce'ved grants from the exclusive Yale-based foundation that funded i 
Urhtomia research. He too was experimenting with psychedelic drugs.:'. 

Ronnie was a canny dour Scotsman, distinguished in tweeds We“ 
sandwiches and drank wine in the kitchen. To my dismay he tum« 
out to be fascinated with pathological psychosis, convinced that insaJ 
was a creative resolution of emotional conflicts. He had founded a cente 
called Kingsle y Hall, where he intended to live with psychotics. ;J$j 
I tried to tell him about the contagious nature of optimistic interaction. 
It seemed to me the height of folly to inhabit a place where people] 
are gloomy. I meant not just a mental hospital but Britain itself. I invitedi 
him to join us. No, he was hell-bent on living with schizophrenics. 

1 groaned "Surely, Ronnie, you’ve done your share of healing in uu 
trenches. We need you out on the frontier, creating the future You 
can spend the rest of your life tending casualties, but you’ll never drain' 
their ocean of anguish. You’ll only become like them. Evolution depend 
on finding and training the intelligent ones who will guide the specie 
ronvard. Nurture excellence. Come join us here.” 

No. Great Britain is my home." iM 

Sooner or later we 11 send a signal to rescue you." 

He laughed. We embraced, and he was gone. 

Before we knew it, we were safely past the frosty days of winter, emerg- i 
mg from our white cocoons. Warmed by the March sun the four-foot-; 






M ary eno pinchot meyer 

(1921-1964), painter, socialite, 
and feminist martyr, was descended 
from a family of American dissidents. 
Her uncle Gifford Pinchot, among the 
first conservation activists, helped 
found the Bull Moose political party 
and later served as governor of 
Pennsylvania. 

Mary Pinchot graduated from Vas- 
sar College in 1942 and three years 
later married Cord Meyer, Jr., an anti- 
communist leader in liberal organiza- 




tions who later became at. 
agent. 1 - 

The Meyers were divorced in i 
As a resident ot Georgetown T$*' § 
Pinchot Meyer moved in 
circles of power in the nation's : 
Her sister Toni married and lawi'' 
vorced Benjamin C. Bradlee 
came editor of the Washmgtw pZf* * 
Mary Pinchot Meyer's close (nor**, ■■ 
included President and Mrs Joh/? 
Kennedy. - Jonn 
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June 1965 

Mojlbrook, New York 

The earth-orbiting spaceship Honeymoon limped back to Millbrook 
no flags flying. My relations with Nanette were just barely friendly. 

My jangled nerves were not soothed by the six months of changer 
that had converted Millbrook from a community of scholars and scientists 
to a playground for rowdy omnisexuals. In my absence Dick had fallen 
in love with Amie, a flamboyant photographer from Brooklyn who liked 
to project color slides on walls during acid sessions, leading the vulnerable 
brains of his audience through a Coney Island funhouse of hallucinatory; 
pranks. 

Always the enthusiastic lieutenant Dick had promoted Arnie to the posi- 
tion of Adored Guru. It was Amie who now set the tone and directed 
the scenarios. 

Amie had assembled a mountebank crew: Allen Eager, a legendary, 
jazz saxophonist and notorious junky. Milt, a bearded photographer* who 
slithered around with a perpetual hard-on. Then there was Micky, * 
glib graduate student from NYU and his pretty yoga-student wife Laura, 
both promiscuous as bunny rabbits. Not to mention Amies wife, hts; 
two kids, his ex-girlfriend, and his new girlfriend, Clara Hoover, the 
intelligent sophisticated heiress to the vacuum cleaner fortune and a tower 
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How I reacted to this first move would be crucial R r , n ,> . , ^ 

and genially point out that the love and hum am 1 ^ 1 ^4’ 

conquer all. Outcome: fusion We unite as HI , g Us tllr <* 
divinities. I don't spend four years alone in jail whfc D,"ck 7 *"* 
himself mto the lonely Holy Man corner and NaneUe ^ 0 ""’* 

*** friends for her blossoming career maintain, t* 

Ranges TTU, too g wi „ 6 , \ walk slow' l T T . Ever >H n l 
RXti^r ^ SA ti?SS a ncarbj 

glorious brief momLt 1 oMMdmb^UM^h en, ° ying ' 

and drifted away Soon there remHH 8 '^ ^ ** ,e n,onastic atmosphere-.' 
r loyalists: Ralph M^er y u a T*" cadre of ex-Harvafdl 

mistress. ’ M ' chad H °l |ln gshead, and his lovely bookish| 

a Irt about™' P. f nchoV! l «k a ed fr lve d ’ * ^"iit! f ° Und my^If thinking! 
during the round ^ world um E* * M ' llbr0 ° 1 k ifshe had P^ncd l 
her. no one remembered hearing from 

chot, but ^one $ foT Maa^Tb'rn'Ti D C ^ d ™J nb «* for several Pin- 
graduate and phoned the aiumni offiri- s **e was 3 Vassar 

of the secretary became minrrli^ k ln ^^jkeepsie. The cheery voice 
Pinchot. * gUafdcd Whcn ' for the address of Mary 

Mary Pinchot?" A lone namr "TT.<» i . 

asking . ah, her marrifd^ame b MeS^ufr''* Wh ° m y ° U T' 
she is, ah, deceased. Sometime last fall, I bdicwf " * S ° r,y '° “ y *“* 
ve been out of the country. I didn’t know." 
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•Ibjnk you for calling," said the alumni secretary. 

. ’j Klc k I climbed out a third-floor window and up the steep copper 
i of the Big House. There 1 leaned back against a chimney and tried 
think things over. Michael Hollingshead, who sensed my malaise, 
Wimbled up to join me, carrying two beers. When I told him about 
VUrv. he brushed away a tear. 

-| wonder what happened," I said. 

-Next time we go to New York, let’s see what we can find out," said 
Michael. Balancing gracefully on bare feet he walked to the west ledge 
grf the roof to contemplate the setting sun. A flock of swallows swept 
xross the lawn and collected in the branches of the twin birches. 

| joined him. 

“Look here, old man," Michael said. "No point in living in the past. 
You have at your disposal right here and now all the factors needed 
h, do something splendid. Why not start a new game?" 

“What new game?" 

“Neurological Art. A new creative expression based on our knowledge 
of the nervous system. The eight circuits of the brain define the Eight 
Fine Arts. Orchestrate them together, and you get a Psychedelic Theatre 
of the Mind." 

Despite my withered lizard torpor, I responded to what Michael was 
saying. The function of any art is to activate, in the brain of the beholder, 
the desired reality. Socialist art activates the work-hard serve- the-state 
Marxist reality. Catholic art turns on the submission realities. Erotic art 
accesses the sex circuits. Gurdjieff once described how *Sufi monastics 
in the Middle East mastered the use of sound to a point where they 
could evoke any emotion from an audience. 1 speculated. “We could 
arrange a sound-and-light show that would demonstrate what an LSD 
session is like. We could activate different brain circuits without drugs." 

“You got it,” said Michael, who was now recklessly striding back and 
forth on the slanted roof. 

So off we went, Michael and 1, down the Hudson to New York to 
meet the light-artists and sound wizards who were popping up on the 
Lower East Side. And to find out what happened to Mary Pinchot Meyer. 

I cabbed over to Van Wolfe’s apartment, drank a beer, and asked him 
if he could get any material on Mary Pinchot Meyer. He made a phone 
call to a friend who worked on the Times. An hour later a messenger 
was at the door with a manila envelope full of clippings, and WHAM — 
there was Mary’s picture, the pert chin and nose, the deep intense eyes. 
Above, the headline read: 

Woman Painter Shot and Killed on Canal 
Towpath in Captial 
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Mrs. Mary Pinchot Meyer Was a Friend of Jsl 

Mrs. Kennedy 
Suspect is arraigned 

sJ# t'-taars'At s wvi-aj * _ 

2U.9 1 he5 T : ' M and ° hi0 Canal ,ow 'P afh in Georgetown A f alon * 
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Can you get me more information?” I asked Van. I i 

crime to get moreTctT' S ° me ° f 1,15 fnendS m *** P 0 *”* and organized . | 

to LunaTHi» P We ^.''sm 00 ? ' hC "** W ^' 1 took him a walk! 
purpieTtheiS. ’ ng graSS> W3tching the Hudson Valley tin.| 

M^^S n ^n5“t ll r Ce , kneW a " 3bout the MW Pinchot 1 

tion. Two slues in the hraii ° jP°P * are convinced it was an assassina- - 
n r . . g ,n orain and one in the body. That’s not tlw- MO •* 

in her hand ^ * ”"**** g ° ing t0 shoot a woman with no purse 4{ 

M. jIHS „ 
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n’t get away with a cover-up like this,” 1 protested. 

'l£ c ' . ave And you know what we’re going to do? We’re going to 
". c> aC ] V enturc thriller of our lives. We’re going to uncover the facts, 

U* jng tQ writc a book about it. I’ll raise some money for 
'°thcad to research it in Washington— interview everyone, poke 
. ri be maids and precinct cops. Hire private detectives. There 

bts of people who might talk.” 

-VA iiict like to know what happened.” 

v »n leaned forward, his whole body shaking. “We’ll dig up the facts. 
{J well have to get a big publisher behind us to expose a cover-up 

lie this one.” 

The lovelorn summer of 1965 crept along on painfully. My pals were 
fhe two mansion dogs, short-haired setters named Fang and O Bnen. 
\lv garden, weeded and watered tenderly, was a solace. I fertilized it 
with a solution of LSD to see what would happen. The plants responded 
with enthusiasm, producing juicy, sweet, vegetables. 

I remember so clearly that summer morning when I walked out to 
the portico terrace, and there she was! The next seven years of my life! 

A cloud of pheromones floating from her body awakened my lazy off- 
duty hormones. My knees wobbled. Her name was Rosemary Woodruff, 
age thirty. In her hand was a book by Wittgenstein. She had come up 

for the weekend with some friends. , , , . , . 

Rosemary needed help. She had brought a bottle of French wine but 
no corkscrew. My ears were rouge, my mouth sec. I led her to the kitchen, 
popped the cork, and poured her a glass. 

“You are the kindest man in the world,” she said. Her moves were 
fluid graceful. She was wearing tight jeans bound by a silver chain. 
Her boy’s shirt was tied above the navel, revealing a strip of creamy 
smooth belly. I poured some wine in my glass, and we toasted our meet- 
ing. She wore tennis shoesl That was the genetic signal. And she read 
Wittgenstein. 1 wondered idly if she was an intelligence agent assigned 
to my case. If so, the psych-tech boys sure had my number. 

That afternoon 1 took her for a walk I felt painfully shy. 

“I’d like to come back,” she said. 

“Any time,” 1 replied. 

The week after Rosemary’s visit Michael and 1 went to New York to 
try out our first brain-activating light show. Billy Hitchcock loaned us 
the New Theater, a 299-seat house in the East Fifties, for a Monday 
night. The afternoon before the show we sat in the front row to watch 
the wizardry of the light-artists. To externalize their visions these artists 
shot electric light through optical devices, through vials of colored gelatin. 
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“Turn on, tune in, take over," he shouted. 

I was pulled up to the stage by the promoters and squeezed behi, 
two surly bikers defending their precious space. People grabbed fn 
mike. I was pushed to the podium. I bellowed out my six words- “T*”* 
on, tune in, drop out." Then jumped offstage. Un * S 

Back at Millbrook we pondered our next move. To continue the to r. 
of celebrations seemed futile. Although we drew large crowds the si ' 4 
of the operation prevented us from showing a profit. And I had ’no desi^ ' 
to spend more time as a show-biz trouper. I started lechinng at colleges 
By then I had become a nationally recognized symbol of change and f 
my campus visits stirred considerable drama. Sometimes fearful official* J 
would attempt to ban my appearance, a tactic that unfailingly generated “ 
even more demand. «| 

In between these sorties I finished the manuscript about our Harvard * 
experiments and sent it off to the publisher. Entitled High Priest it was t 
the best written and most favorably reviewed of my books to date. 

In the spring of 1967 I solemnized a marriage between Bob Ross, our 
budding ecological-organic farming genius, and Carol, our long-time’ resi- & 
dent. Film and television crews went crazy over the photographic glories "*% 
of the wedding and made Millbrook an emblem of lyrical pastoral life. 

I signed the marriage certificate as presiding minister. Filed in Albany ^ 
it served as testimony to the legality of our religion. Our lawyers were f-1 
preparing briefs to defend the use of our sacraments in designated shrines. ' £ 
I wrote a small book. Start Your Own Religion, which outlined the legal, 
psychological, and spiritual steps involved in sacramentalizing one’s life.’ ?;| 
We all sensed that the summer of 1967 was going to blossom into a 
nationwide festival of unprepared drug-taking, so I hoped that this manual vj 
on how to use drugs intelligently would serve as a guide to those who 
would soon be experimenting with new realities. As usual we had troubles fj 
in distribution; most bookstores and chains wouldn’t handle it. 

Outside the Gates of Eden civil war was raging. President Johnson re- 
vealed that close to 400,000 young Americans had been sent to fight 
in Vietnam. Demonstrations protesting the war erupted in New York and 
other cities. Evidence of federal trickery surfaced in articles exposing 
covert CIA financing and infiltration of thirty liberal, religious, and educa- 
tional groups, including the National Students Association. The CIA 
later cited presidential directives ordering these activities.. s 

During my various encounters with law enforcement agencies I often \ 
thought of Mary Pinchot’s warnings. Van and I continued to discuss our \ 
plans to investigate her murder but there was never time. 

-a 
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where? You know any Brunos from Buffalo loev 7 ' The h™ t u 4 
Pse^shafe ‘looking Th^snafi hTman^ve" left Skily^D^ 

hrs mother to find out who you were." Even called 

Di^nw month the fiction of my identity dissolved into farce The San 

their prisons and the notorious inmates.' P 

A cunning plot was devised to take the warden nff rh- pb u . 

SK- ,hcn “ h,u,ly ■“ 

dyxp £ ssua n 

away from that man, Joey, he’ll get you in trouble.^ ’ ^ 

Winter 1975-1976 

TweTv^ hours alv ref^ ^ the rCC f ption and Emission of words. 

*i . ., r billion-year-old commitment to planetary gravity He showed 
that the surface of a planet was the most unwieldv e^iT' a „d Z ^ 
ous place to conduct a technological c £ I , n„ 

tasy or c„ " 1 !f ra |f ,nto s P ace - ° Neill was not talking Star trek fan- 
that theneT' ff * ab ° Ut C ° l0nizing other P ,an ets; he was pointing out 
log-cabin era we^t^en^^S 0 " f ° or 1 bi * aI frontier - In the initial 
and materials to build ind »^ P | P atf °rms, bringing up tools 

would go on to fahde i d **{? 3nd S0lar stations - Eventually we 
of Pionfers would territories tha t the restless wave 

» t io 1*LT- '* <,on ' wi,h le * ^ 

*ay out of here 8 ***** * W3S thrilled to learn thaf there was a 

^One 

^ S ht myeyef NEW^F^TnBv^'ecv the Sa " F “° CWc/e 
X eye. NEW JFK STORY-SEX, POT WITH ARTIST. James 




~ h the cource for this sensational story, was identified as a fo..„ CT 
Tfmtt, the s * gm pu bhsher of the Washington Post. In inter- 

assistant to P Enquirer, Associated Press, and Washington Post 

views with the Nat oml ^nqu,^ pinchot M had conductcJ 

Truitt revealed that * woman nan^ ^ and had smoM 

a two-year ov g W bite House bedroom. A confidante of Mary 

mari|uana with correspondent that she and Kennedy met about 

Meyer, Truitt told a t M corr«pon< ton , %3 when Kennedy 

«*> S-.- ' FK had 

isn't like cocaine. 1 11 y° u k cd ^ a dj ar y 0 f her affair with the 

Truitt claimed that Mary sister Toni Bradlee 

president, which was f fary to CIA headquar- 

and turned over to James i ng , “another source” confirmed 

ters and destroyed it. ^troyed: 3 ^This source said the 

X conSd’a feJhundted »«* of vague >° •» «- 

named friend. f White House appointments secretary, 

S -2 » -He wK House bu, denied 

^toto^uoied by .he A«i*d *«■ » ->*» 
nothing about it when Mary was alive. 

According to the Post, 

, u moaned as chief of CIA counterintelligence in 1975 following 

Angleton, who resign department said that Meyer had 

f.-j lyxSXS? “ 

t funeral .tints’ '-Zi » « "*» h “* * a ‘"" 

, i, r,„.A walked to the window, and looked through the bars 

on’^Wsiy 

^e are eve, likely ,0 know. 

for such offenses. , . oredo case The maximum 



